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barrels loaded, and presently I shall have to use
them—in a split second !
Ah, there he is, coming straight on me at walking-
pace, lithe as a cat. I take aim at a point just above
his nose ; the ball should get him plumb between
the shoulders. Twenty yards off—I pull the trig-
ger. A click of the hammer, nothing more. A cold
shiver along my spine, my heart jumps a beat. Did
I forget to load ? I swing the barrels open; two
cartridges there, sure enough, one cap dented. A
misfire ... a palpable miss ! No time to reload.
I must take my chance with a singleton. Here
goes ! The tiger's spotted me, got a move on-
making for the far end of the line. I take my shot
all hunched up, my legs twisted under me, in an
impossible position. Another second, two yards
farther, and I'd have been done. Impossible to
slew my shoulder round towards the right and take
aim. The shot doesn't seem to have stopped him,
he's out of sight. Wait, what's that! A nerve-
shattering roar, vibrant like the low string of a
monstrous double-bass, that jars the spinal cord
and sets it tingling in sympathy, from waist to
brain-pan. And the roar comes from the very
place at which I aimed, where he dived out of
sight. I see his head jerk up out of the thicket,
sink back again. A last convulsion of the mighty
shoulders, then his legs give way, and the huge
beast rolls over, feet in air. . . .
I leapt to my feet on the machan. Now I could
see the tiger clearly, lying on his side, motionless.
Dead. I felt like weeping ; what fools our nerves
can make of us !
That was the last shot I fired during my stay in
India.
Only a few minutes more, and we would be

